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" <Unto Sir Launcelot, flower of all noble knights that ever
I heard of or saw by my day. . . .'
"BANG . . . BANG . . . BANG. . . . HAWKHEE HAWKHEE
HAW . . . KHEE
'send thee greeting and let thee have knowledge that this tenth
day of May I was smitten upon the old wound that thou gavest
me afore the city of Berwick and through the same wound that
thou gavest me I am come to my death day. . . .' "
. . , They have not come out of the luncheonette, those
two- The traffic streams up and down the Avenue. One
would have thought that a hold-up in a Fifth Avenue
luncheonette would have had the traffic stopped in its honour.
. . . But of course they held up the big cafeteria on Broad-
way above Columbia Circle yesterday, and though an
estimated twelve thousand people—though that is probably
journalistic over-calculation—passed outside nothing was
done about it.
hawkhee hawkhee haw ... k ... hee-e-e. Just a com-
mon fire, apparently.
" 'wherefore I beseech thee, Sir Launcelot, to return again unto
this realm, and see my tomb and pray some prayer more or less
for my souL And at the date this letter was written, but two hours
and a half afore my death, with my own hands and so subscribe
with part of my heart's blood. And I require thee, most famous
knight, that thou wilt see my tomb. . . ." "
. . . I once saw a battered tin Lizzie on Seventh Avenue,
at the end of West Eleventh Street near the Hospital. They
said it belonged to a bookmaker who had been shot in it
coming back from the races. It didn't look like a bookmaker's
car. Hauptmann's car, standing in the dismal snow in the
yard of the courthouse at Flemington, looked much like
that, filled with sawdust and indescribably shabby. You
would think national heroes would have finer vehicles.
*c 'But I may not stand, my head works so> said King Arthur,
*Ah9 Sir Launcelot, this day I have sore missed thee.'9
"And in lifting the King Sir Lucan swooned with the lift
that part of his guts fell out of his body and therewith the noble
Knight's heart brast."

